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I 

ONE  PERSON 


✓ 


Although  these  words  are  false,  none  shall  prevail 
T o  prove  them  in  translation  less  than  true 
Or  overthrow  their  dignity,  or  undo 
T he  faith  implicit  in  a  fabulous  tale; 

T he  ashes  of  this  error  shall  exhale 
Essential  verity,  and  two  by  two 
Lovers  devout  and  loyal  shall  renew 
T he  legend,  and  refuse  to  let  it  fail. 

Even  the  betrayer  and  the  fond  deceived, 

Having  put  off  the  body  of  this  death, 

Shall  testify  with  one  remaining  breath , 

From  sepulchres  demand  to  be  believed: 

These  words  are  true,  although  at  intervals 
T he  unfaithful  clay  contrive  to  ma\e  them  false. 
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Now  shall  the  long  homesickness  have  an  end 
Upon  your  heart,  which  is  a  part  of  all 
The  past  no  human  creature  may  recall 
Save  you,  who  are  persuasive  to  unbend 
The  brows  of  death,  and  name  him  for  a  friend: 
This  ecstasy  is  supernatural; 

I  have  survived  to  see  the  heavens  fall 
Into  my  hands,  which  on  your  hands  depend. 

Time  has  prepared  us  an  enduring  bed 
Within  the  earth  of  this  beloved  land; 

And,  lying  side  by  side  and  hand  in  hand, 

We  sleep  coeval  with  the  happy  dead 
Who  are  ourselves,  a  little  earlier  bound 
To  one  another’s  bosom  in  the  ground. 
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II 


What  other  name  had  half  expressed  the  whole 
Of  that  incomparable  and  touching  grace 
Which  spells  the  shape  of  danger  in  your  face  ? 
It  is  the  very  pattern  of  your  soul ; 

The  eagle’s  home,  above  the  moon’s  control, 
Above  the  seas,  the  high  precipitate  place; 

The  stairway  cut  from  planetary  space; 

The  crystal  steps  which  climb  a  steeper  goal. 

The  shadow  of  its  light  is  only  this: 

That  all  your  beauty  is  the  work  of  wars 
Between  the  upper  and  the  nether  stars; 

Its  symmetry  is  perfect  and  severe 
Because  the  barbarous  force  of  agonies 
Broke  it,  and  mended  it,  and  made  it  clear. 
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Ill 


“  Children  and  dogs  are  subject  to  my  power,” 

You  said,  and  smiled,  and  I  beside  you  smiled, 
Perceiving  my  unwisdom  of  a  child, 

My  courage  of  a  wolf  new-taught  to  cower: 

Upon  the  grass,  beneath  the  falling  flower, 

I  saw  my  spirit  silent  and  beguiled 
Standing  at  gaze;  a  brute  no  longer  wild; 

An  infant  wearied  by  the  difficult  hour. 

And  am  I  not  your  child  who  has  come  home  ? 
And  am  I  not  your  hound  for  faithfulness  ? 

Put  forth  your  hand,  put  forth  your  hand  to  bless 
A  creature  stricken  timorous  and  dumb, 

Who  now  regards  you  with  a  lover’s  eyes 
And  knows  that  you  are  merciful  and  wise. 
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IV 


Now  am  I  Orson  to  your  Valentine 
Forever,  and  I  choose  it  shall  be  so; 

For  how  should  the  uncivil  briar  grow 
Germane  in  nature  to  the  noble  vine  ? 

The  savage  should  be  servant  to  the  fine; 

The  falcon  fly  superior  to  the  crow; 

O  dear  my  lord,  believe  me  that  I  know 
How  far  your  virtues  have  outnumbered  mine. 

And  you  have  levied  final  tribute  now  — 

Your  chivalry  demanding  the  pretence  — 

You  have  constrained  your  vassal  to  avow 
That  we  are  equals,  lest  a  violence 
Be  suffered  by  our  love,  and  so  I  must 
Deny  the  intrinsic  difference  in  our  dust. 
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The  little  beauty  that  I  was  allowed  — 

The  lips  new-cut  and  coloured  by  my  sire, 

The  polished  hair,  the  eyes’  perceptive  fire  — 
Has  never  been  enough  to  make  me  proud: 

For  I  have  moved  companioned  by  a  cloud, 
And  lived  indifferent  to  the  blood’s  desire 
Of  temporal  loveliness  in  vain  attire: 

My  flesh  was  but  a  fresh-embroidered  shroud. 

Now  do  I  grow  indignant  at  the  fate 
Which  made  me  so  imperfect  to  compare 
With  your  degree  of  noble  and  of  fair; 

Our  elements  are  the  farthest  skies  apart; 
And  I  enjoin  you,  ere  it  is  too  late, 

To  stamp  your  superscription  on  my  heart. 
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VI 


I  have  believed  that  I  prefer  to  live 
Preoccupied  by  a  Platonic  mind ; 

I  have  believed  me  obdurate  and  blind 
To  those  sharp  ecstasies  the  pulses  give: 
The  clever  body  five  times  sensitive 
I  never  have  discovered  to  be  kind 
As  the  poor  soul,  deceived  and  half-divined, 
Whose  hopes  are  water  in  a  witch’s  sieve. 

O  now  both  soul  and  body  are  unfit 
To  apprehend  this  miracle,  my  lord! 

Not  all  my  senses,  striving  in  accord 
With  my  pure  essence,  are  aware  of  it 
Save  as  a  power  remote  and  exquisite, 

Not  seen  or  known,  but  fervently  adored. 
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VII 


Would  I  might  make  subliminal  my  flesh 
And  so  contrive  a  gentle  atmosphere 
To  comfort  you  because  I  am  not  there; 

Or  else  incorporate  and  carve  afresh 
A  lady,  from  the  chilly  heaven  and  clear 
Which  flows  around  you  like  a  stream  of  air, 
To  warm  and  wind  you  in  her  body’s  mesh. 

So  would  I  cherish  you  a  loving  twice; 

Once  in  a  mist  made  matter;  once  again 
In  my  true  substance  made  etherial : 

And  yet  I  cannot  succour  you  at  all 
Whose  letter  cries,  “  My  hands  are  cold  as  ice,” 
The  while  I  kiss  the  colder  air  in  vain. 
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VIII 


O  love,  how  utterly  am  I  bereaved 
By  Time,  who  sucks  the  honey  of  our  days, 

Sets  sickle  to  our  Aprils,  and  betrays 
To  killing  winter  all  the  sun  achieved! 

Our  parted  spirits  are  perplexed  and  grieved 
Severed  by  cold,  and  change  that  never  stays; 
And  what  the  clock,  and  what  the  season  says 
Is  rumour  neither  valued  nor  believed. 

Thus  absence  chills  us  to  apparent  death 
And  withers  up  our  virtue,  but  together 
We  grow  beyond  vagaries  of  the  weather 
And  make  a  summer  of  our  mingled  breath 
Wherein  we  flourish,  and  forget  to  know 
We  must  lie  murdered  by  predestined  snow. 
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IX 


A  subtle  spirit  has  my  path  attended, 

In  likeness  not  a  lion  but  a  pard; 

And  when  the  arrows  flew  like  hail,  and  hard, 

He  licked  my  wounds,  and  all  my  wounds  were 
mended; 

And  happy  I,  who  walked  so  well-defended, 

With  that  translucid  presence  for  a  guard, 

Under  a  sky  reversed  and  evil-starred; 

A  woman  by  an  archangel  befriended. 

Now  must  I  end  the  knightly  servitude 
Which  made  him  my  preserver,  and  renounce 
That  heavenly  aid  forever  and  at  once ; 

For  it  were  neither  courteous  nor  good 
If  we,  who  are  but  perishable  things, 

Should  hang  another  weight  between  his  wings. 
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When  I  perceive  the  sable  of  your  hair 
Silvered,  and  deep  within  those  caverns  are 
Your  eyesockets,  a  double-imaged  star, 

And  your  fine  substance  fretted  down  by  care, 

Then  do  I  marvel  that  a  woman  dare 
Prattle  of  mortal  matters  near  and  far 
To  one  so  wounded  in  demonic  war 
Against  some  prince  of  Sirius  or  Altair. 

How  is  it  possible  that  this  hand  of  clay, 

Though  white  as  porcelain,  can  contrive  a  touch 
So  delicate  it  shall  not  hurt  too  much  ? 

What  voice  can  my  invention  find  to  say 
So  soft,  precise,  and  scrupulous  a  word 
You  shall  not  take  it  for  another  sword? 
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XI 


“  Before  I  die,  let  me  be  happy  here.” 

The  glass  of  heaven  was  split,  and  by  that  token 
I  knew  the  bubble  of  my  heart  had  broken; 

The  cool  and  chaste,  the  iridescent  sphere, 

Filled,  in  that  vernal  season  of  the  year, 

With  sapling’s  blood,  the  beechen  and  the  oaken 
And  the  green  willow’s;  when  the  word  was  spoken 
This  innocence  did  faint  and  disappear. 

So  have  I  lost  my  only  wedding  dower, 

The  veins  of  spring,  enclosed  within  my  heart, 
Traced  small  in  silver  like  a  celestial  chart; 

And  I  am  vanished  in  the  leaf  and  flower, 

Since,  at  your  voice,  my  body’s  core  and  pith 
Dissolves  in  air,  and  is  destroyed  forthwith. 
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XII 


In  our  content,  before  the  autumn  came 
To  shower  sallow  droppings  on  the  mould, 
Sometimes  you  have  permitted  me  to  fold 
Your  grief  in  swaddling-bands,  and  smile  to  name 
Yourself  my  infant,  with  an  infant’s  claim 
To  utmost  adoration  as  of  old, 

Suckled  with  kindness,  fondled  from  the  cold, 
And  loved  beyond  philosophy  or  shame. 

I  dreamt  I  was  the  mother  of  a  son 
Who  had  deserved  a  manger  for  a  crib; 

Torn  from  your  body,  furbished  from  your  rib, 

I  am  the  daughter  of  your  skeleton, 

Born  of  your  bitter  and  excessive  pain: 

I  shall  not  dream  you  are  my  child  again. 
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XIII 


O  mine  is  Psyche’s  heavy  doom  reversed 
Who  meet  at  noon,  part  by  diminished  light, 

But  never  feel  the  subtle  balm  of  night 
Fall  merciful  upon  a  body  pierced 
By  extreme  love;  and  I  considered  first 
That  you,  a  god  more  prodigally  bright 
Than  the  lesser  Eros,  had  enriched  my  sight, 

Made  your  own  morning,  and  the  stars  immersed. 

But  secondly  I  saw  my  soul  arise 

And,  in  the  hushed  obscure,  presume  to  creep 

Tiptoe  upon  your  spirit  laid  asleep, 

And  slant  the  impious  beam  across  your  eyes; 

And  I  believe  I  have  my  just  deserts 
Lacking  the  shadow  of  peace  upon  our  hearts. 
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XIV 


My  fairer  body  and  perfected  spirit, 

Beyond  metempsychosis,  and  beyond 
The  faults  you  must  forgive  me  to  be  fond, 

Are  yours  in  any  death  that  I  may  merit; 
Mortality  has  wearied  us  who  wear  it, 

And  they  are  wiser  creatures  who  have  shunned 
This  miry  world,  this  slough  of  man’s  despond, 
To  fortify  the  skies  we  shall  inherit. 

I  have  entreated  you  to  grant  me  Time 
To  memorize  the  pure  appointed  task; 

Today  it  is  Eternity  I  ask 

In  which  to  learn  the  lesson  of  this  rhyme: 

Its  liberal  periods  are  not  too  wide 
To  educate  me  fitly  for  your  bride. 
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XV 


My  honoured  lord,  forgive  the  unruly  tongue 
That  utters  blasphemies;  forgive  the  brain 
Borne  on  a  whirlwind  of  unhallowed  pain: 
Remember  only  the  intrepid  song; 

The  flag  defended  and  the  gauntlet  flung; 

The  love  that  speech  can  never  render  plain; 
The  mind’s  resolve  to  turn  and  strive  again; 
The  fortitude  that  has  endured  so  long. 

My  cherished  lord,  in  charity  forgive 
A  starveling  hope  that  may  at  times  desire 
To  warm  its  frozen  fingers  at  your  fire; 

’Tis  by  such  trifles  that  your  lovers  live, 

And  so  rise  up,  and  in  the  starlight  cold 
Frighten  the  foxes  from  your  loneliest  fold. 
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I  hereby  swear  that  to  uphold  your  house 
I  would  lay  my  bones  in  quick  destroying  lime 
Or  turn  my  flesh  to  timber  for  all  time ; 

Cut  down  my  womanhood;  lop  off  the  boughs 
Of  that  perpetual  ecstacy  that  grows 
From  the  heart’s  core;  condemn  it  as  a  crime 
If  it  be  broader  than  a  beam,  or  climb 
Above  the  stature  that  your  roof  allows. 

I  am  not  the  hearthstone  nor  the  cornerstone 
Within  this  noble  fabric  you  have  builded; 

Not  by  my  beauty  was  its  cornice  gilded; 

Not  on  my  courage  were  its  arches  thrown: 

My  lord,  adjudge  my  strength,  and  set  me  where 
I  bear  a  little  more  than  I  can  bear. 
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XVII 


Upon  your  heart,  which  is  the  heart  of  all 
My  late  discovered  earth  and  early  sky, 
Give  me  the  dearest  privilege  to  die; 

Your  pity  for  the  velvet  of  my  pall; 

Your  patience  for  my  grave’s  inviolate  wall; 
And  for  my  passing  bell,  in  passing  by, 
Your  voice  itself,  diminished  to  a  sigh 
Above  all  other  sounds  made  musical. 

Meanwhile  I  swear  to  you  I  am  content 
To  live  without  a  sorrow  to  my  name; 

To  live  triumphant,  and  to  die  the  same, 
Upon  the  fringes  of  this  continent, 

This  map  of  Paradise,  this  scrap  of  earth 
Whereon  you  burn  like  flame  upon  a  hearth. 
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XVIII 


Let  us  leave  talking  of  angelic  hosts 
Of  nebulae,  and  lunar  hemispheres, 

And  what  the  days,  and  what  the  Uranian  years 
Shall  offer  us  when  you  and  I  are  ghosts; 

Forget  the  festivals  and  pentecosts 
Of  metaphysics,  and  the  lesser  fears 
Confound  us,  and  seal  up  our  eyes  and  ears 
Like  little  rivers  locked  below  the  frosts. 

And  let  us  creep  into  the  smallest  room 

That  any  hunted  exile  has  desired 

For  him  and  for  his  love  when  he  was  tired; 

And  sleep  oblivious  of  any  doom 
Which  is  beyond  our  reason  to  conceive; 

And  so  forget  to  weep,  forget  to  grieve, 

And  wake,  and  touch  each  other’s  hands,  and  turn 
Upon  a  bed  of  juniper  and  fern. 
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ELEMENTS  AND  ANGELS 


LOVE  SONG 


Had  I  concealed  my  love 
And  you  so  loved  me  longer, 
Since  all  the  wise  reprove 
Confession  of  that  hunger 
In  any  human  creature, 

It  had  not  been  my  nature. 

I  could  not  so  insult 
The  beauty  of  that  spirit 
Who  like  a  thunderbolt 
Has  broken  me,  or  near  it; 

To  love  I  have  been  candid, 
Honest,  and  open-handed. 

Although  I  love  you  well 
And  shall  for  ever  love  you, 

I  set  that  archangel 
The  depths  of  heaven  above  you 
And  I  shall  lose  you,  keeping 
His  word,  and  no  more  weeping 
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CHIMAERA  SLEEPING 


Ah,  lovely  thing,  I  saw  you  lie 
Within  a  beam  of  the  sun’s  eye, 

Where  falling  light  and  flying  shade 
Were  bound  together  in  a  braid 
Made  of  sky  and  earth  colour: 

Leaves  blew  over  the  forest  floor: 

The  shadows  were  their  noonday  least. 

I  knew  you  neither  man  nor  beast, 

Nor  god,  nor  rebel  angel  lost, 

But  that  foreknown  and  holy  ghost. 
Beauty’s  pure  pathetic  shape ; 

The  trap  I  never  shall  escape; 

The  heavenly  bait;  the  honey  breath 
Issuing  from  the  jaws  of  death. 

So  I  approached,  bereft  of  power, 

And  saw  the  pattern  of  a  flower 
Which  moved  in  light  and  clearly  shone 
Under  the  arch  of  your  breastbone : 

I  saw  a  flower  of  white  and  green 
Growing  where  your  heart  had  been, 

And  grass  obscured  and  dimly  lit 
As  though  a  stream  flowed  over  it: 

Yea,  through  your  body  pale  as  glass 
I  saw  the  petals  of  the  grass 
Wave  in  the  wind  and  softly  stir 
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As  seaweed  under  seawater. 

You  lay  forlorn,  hollow  and  thin 
As  a  serpent’s  winter  skin 
From  which  his  life  of  fiery  gold 
Has  crawled  away  and  left  it  cold: 

And  through  your  cold  transparent  flesh 
The  grass  grew  delicate  and  fresh; 

I  saw  its  blades,  exact  and  plain 
Through  the  blank  crystal  of  your  brain: 

And  nothing  remained  of  fear  and  grief 
Save  the  clear  air  and  the  green  leaf; 

And  these  the  wind  hath  power  to  move; 

And  nothing  there  remained  of  love. 

Then  sorrow  and  joy  dissolved  my  clay 
To  see  you  thus,  and  far  away; 

Your  body  laid  upon  the  lawn; 

Your  spirit  fled  like  a  fox  or  fawn; 

Your  body  consumed  to  silver  ash 
Whence  passed  the  soul  of  the  lightning  flash; 
Whence  passed  the  lightning’s  living  blood: 
And  I  pursued  you  from  the  wood, 

And,  as  I  followed  on,  I  wept 
To  leave  the  thicket  where  you  slept. 
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ABSENT  THEE  FROM  FELICITY 
AWHILE 


“  Spirits  that  walk  beside  me  in  the  air  — 

Having  laid  by,  in  your  impatience, 

The  bonds  of  body  and  sense  — 

Tell  me  how  long  I  must  forebear 
The  ecstasy  of  going  hence 
And  still  submit  to  wear 
The  mask  of  this  pretence. 

“  Beloved  creatures,  who  have  left  alone 
Your  sister  in  the  ways  you  would  not  tread, 

O  excellent  kind  dead! 

Have  you  forgot  the  burden  of  the  bone  ? 

The  skull  that  clips  my  head 

Is  nowise  lighter  grown 

Since  your  bright  skins  were  shed.” 

Thus,  upon  middle  earth,  did  I  begin 
My  question,  and  the  dead  replied;  “  Submit: 
Woman,  who  would  be  quit 
Of  this  close  panoply  you  walk  within, 

How  ten  times  more  unfit 

Is  his  disguise,  though  worn  threadbare  and  thin 

By  fire  too  fine  for  it! 
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“  Consider  who  is  your  companion, 

An  hour  obscured,  but  evident  to  our  eyes, 
Behind  the  slight  disguise, 

As  light,  and  scarcely  lesser  than  the  sun; 

Yet  is  he  trapped  within  a  skeleton 
When  even  the  transparent  skies 
Had  clouded  such  an  one. 

“  If  you  lament  today,  how  must  he  faint 
Between  the  ribs  of  stiff  mortality  ? 

Is  it  not  plain  to  see 

That  heaven’s  own  mind  could  not  invent, 

To  clothe  a  river  or  a  tree, 

His  soul’s  equivalent 
Perfected  in  degree  P 

“  O  thank  those  stars,  that  even  now  are  set 
To  grace  the  festival  of  your  homecoming, 
Like  candles  in  a  ring 
About  a  board  where  friends  are  met, 

That,  upon  earth,  you  found  this  subtle  thing 
Caught  in  the  common  net, 

Beside  you,  wing  to  wing.” 
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FELO  DE  SE 


My  heart’s  delight,  I  must  for  love  forget  you; 

I  must  put  you  from,  my  heart,  the  better  to  please 
you; 

I  must  make  the  power  of  the  spirit  set  you 
Beyond  the  power  of  the  mind  to  seize  you. 

My  dearest  heart,  in  this  last  act  of  homage, 

I  must  reject  you;  I  must  unlearn  to  love  you; 

I  must  make  my  eyes  give  up  your  adorable  image 
And  from  the  inner  chamber  of  my  soul  remove  you. 

Heart  of  my  heart,  the  heart  alone  has  courage 
Thus  to  relinquish ;  it  is  yourself  that  stills  you 
In  all  my  pulses,  and  dissolves  the  marriage 
Of  soul  and  soul,  and  at  the  heart’s  core  kills  you. 


O  VIRTUOUS  LIGHT 


A  private  madness  has  prevailed 
Over  the  pure  and  valiant  mind ; 

The  instrument  of  reason  failed 
And  the  star-gazing  eyes  struck  blind. 

Sudden  excess  of  light  has  wrought 
Confusion  in  the  secret  place 
Where  the  slow  miracles  of  thought 
Take  shape  through  patience  into  grace. 

Mysterious  as  steel  and  flint 
The  birth  of  this  destructive  spark 
Whose  inward  growth  has  power  to  print 
Strange  suns  upon  the  natural  dark. 

O  break  the  walls  of  sense  in  half 
And  make  the  spirit  fugitive ! 

This  light  begotten  of  itself 
Is  not  a  light  by  which  to  live! 
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The  fire  of  farthing  tallow  dips 
Dispels  the  menace  of  the  skies 
So  it  illuminate  the  lips 

And  enter  the  discerning  eyes. 

% 

O  virtuous  light,  if  thou  be  man’s 
Or  matter  of  the  meteor  stone, 
Prevail  against  this  radiance 
Which  is  engendered  of  its  own! 
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HYMN  TO  EARTH 


Farewell,  incomparable  element, 

Whence  man  arose,  where  he  shall  not  return; 
And  hail,  imperfect  urn 
Of  his  last  ashes,  and  his  firstborn  fruit; 
Farewell,  the  long  pursuit, 

And  all  the  adventures  of  his  discontent; 

The  voyages  which  sent 
His  heart  averse  from  home: 

Metal  of  clay,  permit  him  that  he  come 
To  thy  slow-burning  fire  as  to  a  hearth; 

Accept  him  as  a  particle  of  earth. 

Fire,  being  divided  from  the  other  three, 

It  lives  removed,  or  secret  at  the  core; 

Most  subtle  of  the  four, 

When  air  flies  not,  nor  water  flows, 

It  disembodied  goes, 

Being  light,  elixir  of  the  first  decree, 

More  volatile  than  he; 

With  strength  and  power  to  pass 
Through  space,  where  never  his  least  atom  was: 
He  has  no  part  in  it,  save  as  his  eyes 
Have  drawn  its  emanation  from  the  skies. 
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A  wingless  creature  heavier  than  air, 

He  is  rejected  of  its  quintessence; 

Coming  and  going  hence, 

In  the  twin  minutes  *of  his  birth  and  death, 

He  may  inhale  as  breath, 

As  breath  relinquish  heaven’s  atmosphere, 

Yet  in  it  have  no  share, 

Nor  can  survive  therein 

Where  its  outer  edge  is  filtered  pure  and  thin: 
It  doth  but  lend  its  crystal  to  his  lungs 
For  his  early  crying,  and  his  final  songs. 

The  element  of  water  has  denied 
Its  child;  it  is  no  more  his  element; 

It  never  will  relent; 

Its  silver  harvests  are  more  sparsely  given 
Than  the  rewards  of  heaven, 

And  he  shall  drink  cold  comfort  at  its  side: 
The  water  is  too  wide: 

The  seamew  and  the  gull 
Feather  a  nest  made  soft  and  pitiful 
Upon  its  foam;  he  has  not  any  part 
In  the  long  swell  of  sorrow  at  its  heart. 


Hail  and  farewell,  beloved  element, 

Whence  he  departed,  and  his  parent  once; 

See  where  thy  spirit  runs 

Which  for  so  long  hath  had  the  moon  to  wife; 

Shall  this  support  his  life 

Until  the  arches  of  the  waves  be  bent 

And  grow  shallow  and  spent  ? 

Wisely  it  cast  him  forth 

With  his  dead  weight  of  burdens  nothing  worth, 
Leaving  him,  for  the  universal  years, 

A  little  seawater  to  make  his  tears. 

Hail,  element  of  earth,  receive  thy  own, 

And  cherish,  at  thy  charitable  breast, 

This  man,  this  mongrel  beast: 

He  plows  the  sand,  and,  at  his  hardest  need, 

He  sows  himself  for  seed; 

He  plows  the  furrow,  and  in  this  lies  down 
Before  the  corn  is  grown; 

Between  the  apple  bloom 
And  the  ripe  apple  is  sufficient  room 
In  time,  and  matter,  to  consume  his  love 
And  make  him  parcel  of  a  cypress  grove. 
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Receive  him  as  thy  lover  for  an  hour 
Who  will  not  weary,  by  a  longer  stay, 

The  kind  embrace  of  clay; 

Even  within  thine  arms  he  is  dispersed 
To  nothing,  as  at  first; 

The  air  flings  downward  from  its  four-quartered 
tower 

Him  whom  the  flames  devour; 

At  the  full  tide,  at  the  flood, 

The  sea  is  mingled  with  his  salty  blood: 

The  traveller  dust,  although  the  dust  be  vile, 

Sleeps  as  thy  lover  for  a  little  while. 
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THIS  CORRUPTIBLE 


The  Body,  long  oppressed 
And  pierced,  then  prayed  for  rest, 

(Being  but  apprenticed  to  the  other  Powers;) 

And  kneeling  in  that  place 

Implored  the  thrust  of  grace 

Which  makes  the  dust  lie  level  with  the  flowers. 

Then  did  that  fellowship 
Of  three,  the  Body  strip; 

Beheld  his  wounds,  and  none  among  them  mortal; 
The  Mind  severe  and  cool; 

The  Heart  still  half  a  fool; 

The  fine-spun  Soul,  a  beam  of  sun  can  startle. 

These  three,  a  thousand  years 

Had  made  adventurers 

Amid  all  villainies  the  earth  can  offer, 

Applied  them  to  resolve 

From  the  universal  gulph 

What  pangs  the  poor  material  flesh  may  suffer. 
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“  This  is  a  pretty  pass; 

To  hear  the  growing  grass 

Complain;  the  clay  cry  out  to  be  translated; 

Will  not  this  grosser  stuff 

Receive  reward  enough 

If  stabled  after  labouring,  and  baited  ?  ” 

Thus  spoke  the  Mind  in  scorn: 

The  Heart,  which  had  outworn 
The  Body,  and  was  weary  of  its  fashion, 
Preferring  to  be  dressed 
In  skin  of  bird  or  beast, 

Replied  more  softly,  in  a  feigned  compassion. 

“  Anatomy  most  strange 
Crying  to  chop  and  change; 

Inferior  copy  of  a  higher  image; 

While  I,  the  noble  guest, 

Sick  of  your  second-best 

Sigh  for  embroidered  archangelic  plumage: 

For  shame,  thou  fustian  cloak!  ” 

And  then  the  Spirit  spoke; 

Within  the  void  it  swung  securely  tethered 
By  strings  composed  of  cloud; 

It  spoke  both  low  and  loud 

Above  a  storm  no  lesser  star  had  weathered. 


“  O  lodging  for  the  night! 

O  house  of  my  delight! 

O  lovely  hovel  builded  for  my  pleasure! 

Dear  tenement  of  clay 

Endure  another  day 

As  coffin  sweetly  fitted  to  my  measure. 

“  Take  Heart,  and  call  to  Mind 
Although  we  are  unkind; 

Although  we  steal  your  shelter,  strength,  and 
clothing; 

’Tis  you  who  shall  escape 

In  some  enchanting  shape 

Or  be  dissolved  to  elemental  nothing. 

“  You,  the  unlucky  slave, 

Are  the  lily  on  the  grave; 

The  wave  that  runs  above  the  bones  a- whitening; 
You  are  the  new-mown  grass; 

And  the  wheaten  bread  of  the  Mass; 

And  the  fabric  of  the  rain,  and  the  lightning. 

“  If  one  of  us  elect 

To  leave  the  poor  suspect 

Imperfect  bosom  of  the  earth  our  parent; 

And  from  the  world  avert 

The  Spirit  or  the  Heart 

Upon  a  further  and  essential  errand; 
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“  His  chain  he  cannot  slough 
Nor  cast  his  substance  off; 

He  bears  himself  upon  his  flying  shoulder; 

The  Heart,  infirm  and  dull; 

The  Mind,  in  any  skull; 

Are  captive  still,  and  wearier  and  colder. 

“  ’Tis  you  who  are  the  ghost, 

Disintegrated,  lost; 

The  burden  shed;  the  dead  who  need  not  bear  it 
O  grain  of  God  in  power, 

Endure  another  hour ! 

It  is  but  for  an  hour,”  said  the  Spirit. 
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EARTHLY  CREATURES 


FAIR  ANNEX’S  SONG 


One  thing  comes  and  another  thing  goes: 

Frosts  in  November  drive  away  the  rose; 

Like  a  blowing  ember  the  windflower  blows 
And  drives  away  the  snows. 

It  is  sad  to  remember  and  sorrowful  to  pray: 

Let  us  laugh  and  be  merry,  who  have  seen  today 
The  last  of  the  cherry  and  the  first  of  the  may; 
And  neither  one  will  stay. 
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ROBIN  HOOD’S  HEART 


The  whole  of  him  except  his  heart 
Was  lying  straight  and  still, 

And  that  was  pulling  his  ribs  apart 
To  climb  to  the  top  of  a  hill. 

“  Get  up;  get  up;  the  sheets  are  clean; 

The  pillow  is  smooth  and  even; 

Climb  the  hill,  for  we  have  not  seen 
One  half  our  fill  of  heaven; 

“  One  half  our  fill  of  heaven  on  earth 
And  the  sun  on  the  red  deer’s  haunches; 

The  bridge  between  our  death  and  birth 
Is  only  a  matter  of  inches. 

“  Throw  off  your  laundered  sheets  and  climb 
The  grave  is  not  forgiving, 

And  he  who  shortens  his  life  in  time 
May  lengthen  it  in  living. 

“  If  a  little  vein  within  me  broke, 

The  blood  would  frighten  your  pillow; 

But  there’s  brave  red  earth  beneath  the  oak 
And  water  beneath  the  willow, 
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“  That  are  not  scared  of  any  man’s  blood 
When  once  he’s  left  off  breathing; 

The  rabbits  frolicking  in  the  wood 
Will  sniff  and  think  it  nothing. 

“  At  the  little  noise  our  death  will  make 
No  red  deer  need  stand  still; 

Get  up ;  get  up,  for  heaven’s  sake, 

And  climb  to  the  top  of  the  hill.” 
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THE  MOUNTAINEER’S  BALLAD 


It  is  not  every  gentleman 
Who  owns  a  rawhide  lash 
Will  waste  it  on  his  bitches 
And  suchlike  yellow  trash. 

The  mountain  laurel  grows  so  high 
To  hide  him  from  the  earth; 

The  woods  are  full  of  creatures 
That  lie  not  by  his  hearth ; 

That  lie  not  by  his  hearth  to  lick 
His  hand  in  gratitude; 

There’s  plenty  wolves  and  catamounts 
Prowling  in  the  wood. 

It  is  not  every  gentleman 
Will  sit  down  in  peace, 

With  his  wife  at  his  shoulder 
And  his  children  at  his  knees. 

Perhaps,  to  be  contrary, 

He’ll  hang  his  rifle  up, 

And  push  away  his  supper, 

And  empty  his  cup. 
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And  go  out  into  the  wild  laurel, 
Stepping  tiptoe-tip, 

Carrying  nothing  in  his  hand 
But  a  rawhide  whip. 

O  sometimes  a  gentleman 
Will  leave  his  rifle  home 
A-hanging  in  the  firelight 
While  he  goes  forth  to  roam 

In  the  darkness,  on  the  mountain-side, 
In  a  cavern  of  stars, 

Thinking  maybe  of  marriages, 

And  maybe  of  wars. 

And  maybe  of  the  creature 
That  runs  at  his  heel, 

Clad  in  rough  velvet 
And  shod  with  smooth  steel ; 

That  runs  forever  at  his  right  hand 
Like  a  sleek  lightning-flash, 

And  he  with  nothing  to  defend  him 
But  a  rawhide  lash. 
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HUGHIE  AT  THE  INN 


Is  it  not  fine  to  fling  against  loaded  dice 
Yet  to  win  once  or  twice? 

To  bear  a  rusty  sword  without  an  edge 
Yet  wound  the  thief  in  the  hedge  ? 

To  be  unhorsed,  and  drown  in  horrid  muck, 
And  in  at  the  death,  by  luck  ? 

To  meet  a  masked  assassin  in  a  cape 
And  kill  him,  and  escape? 

To  have  the  usurers  all  your  fortune  take, 

And  a  bare  living  make 

By  industry,  and  your  brow’s  personal  sweat? 

To  be  caught  in  the  bird-net 

Of  a  bad  marriage;  then  to  be  trepanned 

And  stranded  on  foreign  land  ? 

To  be  cast  into  a  prison  damp  and  vile, 

And  break  bars,  with  a  blunt  file  ? 

To  be  cut  down  from  gallows  while  you  breathe 
And  live,  by  the  skin  of  your  teeth  ? 

To  defy  the  tyrant  world,  and  at  a  pinch 
To  wrest  from  it  an  inch? 

To  engage  the  stars  in  combat,  and  therefrom 
Pluck  a  hair’s  breadth  of  room  ? 

Is  it  not  fine,  worthy  of  Titans  or  gods, 

To  challenge  such  heavy  odds  ? 

But  no,  but  no,  my  lad ; 


’Tis  cruel  chance  gone  mad; 

A  stab  in  the  back;  a  serpent  in  the  breast; 
And  worst  that  murders  best. 

Such  broad  and  open  affronts  to  fear  and  pain 
Breed  maggots  in  the  brain; 

They  are  not  valour,  but  the  merest  rash 
Rubbish  and  balderdash. 

Fortune’s  a  drab,  and  vice  her  native  soil, 

And  the  button’s  off  her  foil. 

Season  your  ale,  now  these  long  nights  draw  in, 
With  thought  to  save  your  skin: 

Be  provident,  and  pray  for  cowardice 
And  the  loaded  pair  of  dice. 
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NONSENSE  RHYME 


Whatever’s  good  or  bad  or  both 
Is  surely  better  than  the  none; 

There’s  grace  in  either  love  or  loathe; 
Sunlight,  or  freckles  on  the  sun. 

The  worst  and  best  are  both  inclined 
To  snap  like  vixens  at  the  truth; 

But,  O,  beware  the  middle  mind 
That  purrs  and  never  shows  a  tooth! 

Beware  the  smooth  ambiguous  smile 
That  never  pulls  the  lips  apart ; 

Salt  of  pure  and  pepper  of  vile 
Must  season  the  extremer  heart. 

A  pinch  of  fair,  a  pinch  of  foul, 

And  bad  and  good  make  best  of  all; 

Beware  the  moderated  soul 

That  climbs  no  fractional  inch  to  fall. 

Reason’s  a  rabbit  in  a  hutch, 

And  ecstasy’s  a  were-wolf  ghost; 

But,  O,  beware  the  nothing-much 
And  welcome  madness  and  the  most! 
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BREAD  ALONE 


Let  not  the  heart’s  intention 
To  be  both  brave  and  good 
Cheat  that  devoted  engine 
Of  spiritual  food. 

Because  it  is  not  cruel, 

Because  it  is  not  great, 

Provide  it  fire,  and  fuel 
Sufficient  for  its  state. 

Ah,  poor  machine,  and  faithful, 
That  limps  without  a  wing! 

My  love,  be  never  wrathful 
With  this  imperfect  thing. 
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TO  A  COUGH  IN  THE  STREET  AT 
MIDNIGHT 


God  rest  you  ihyou’re  dead; 

And  bless,  and  send  you  safely  home  to  bed 
If  you  are  only  old: 

God  cure  your  cold, 

Whether  it  be  but  a  cold  in  the  head 

Or  the  more  bitter  cold  which  binds  the  dead. 
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FAREWELL,  SWEET  DUST 


Now  I  have  lost  you,  I  must  scatter 
All  of  you  on  the  air  henceforth ; 

Not  that  to  me  it  can  ever  matter 
But  it’s  only  fair  to  the  rest  of  earth. 

Now  especially,  when  it  is  winter 
And  the  sun’s  not  half  so  bright  as  he  was. 

Who  wouldn’t  be  glad  to  find  a  splinter 
That  once  was  you,  in  the  frozen  grass  P 

Snowflakes,  too,  will  be  softer  feathered, 

Clouds,  perhaps,  will  be  whiter  plumed; 

Rain,  whose  brilliance  you  caught  and  gathered, 
Purer  silver  have  reassumed. 

Farewell,  sweet  dust;  I  was  never  a  miser: 
Once,  for  a  minute,  I  made  you  mine : 

Now  you  are  gone,  I  am  none  the  wiser 
But  the  leaves  of  the  willow  are  bright  as  wine. 
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IV 

ELEGIES  AND  EPISTLES 


I 


THE  BROKEN  MAN 


Dear  love,  when  I  was  seven  and  a  half, 

I  dreamed  this  prologue  to  your  epitaph, 

Precise  in  miniature,  and  more  exact 
In  fantasy  than  the  mechanic  fact: 

I  adored  your  double  in  a  china  figure, 

Or  you,  a  shadow  that  the  sun  makes  bigger. 

I  loved  this  prodigy  better  than  myself; 

He  lived  upon  a  lady’s  mantel-shelf; 

His  eyes  were  gold;  his  hair  a  sable  silvered: 

My  heart  beheld  him,  borrowed,  begged,  and 
pilfered, 

Until  the  lady,  with  a  look  oblique, 

Said,  “Darling,  you  may  take  him  if  you  like; 

I  have  found  a  most  enchanting  pair,  of  Chelsea.” 
Then,  like  an  aspen,  in  ecstatic  palsy, 

From  head  to  foot  I  shook  with  happiness : 

The  thing  was  you,  and  neither  more  nor  less 
Than  my  true  love,  whom  I  have  always  known 
Whether  shaped  of  air,  or  alabaster  stone, 

Or  earth,  or  fire;  your  own  true  self  it  was, 

Whom  later  I  translated  into  glass 
To  make  a  mockery  of  the  thing  adored: 

It  was  a  little  image  of  my  lord; 

Or  else  presentiment  caused  the  counterfeit 
Presentment  to  appear  as  exquisite 
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Almost  —  for  I  must  only  say  “  almost  ”  — 

As  the  child  of  Mary  and  the  Holy  Ghost. 

I  dreamed  my  china  creature  was  divine; 

I  was  his  mother;  he  was  safely  mine; 

He  was  my  lover,  Waited  and  welcome: 

Through  feathered  snow  I  tiptoed  to  my  home. 
Thus  was  inaugurate  the  ordeal  of  pain 
That  made  you  iron,  who  were  porcelain: 

Ah,  poor  anatomy,  the  type  and  token 
Of  mortal  love,  how  often  were  you  broken! 

Poor  love,  compounded  out  of  clay  and  sand, 

How  often  were  you  broken  in  my  hand! 

Alas  the  child,  that  had  the  will  to  cherish, 

And  you  were  broken,  and  at  point  to  perish ! 

Yet  were  you  never  quite  completely  killed, 

Or  ground  to  powder,  and  your  beauty  spilled; 

You  were  too  fine  for  me,  and  far  too  good, 

Who  had  deserved  a  stick  of  hickory  wood ; 

And  you  were  battle-scarred  and  tempest-tossed, 
And  rescued  late;  miraculously  lost, 

Abandoned,  and  beneath  an  attic  rafter, 

Lifted  from  drifted  dust  a  fortnight  after; 

And  (most  yourself)  you  suffered  all  the  while 
Without  a  word,  and  with  a  little  smile: 

My  father  said:  “You’ve  smashed  your  china  boy.” 
And  put  you  coolly,  like  a  common  toy, 

In  that  green  bag,  which,  as  the  grave  our  griefs, 
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Garnered  the  scanty  harvest  of  his  briefs. 

O,  had  my  father  truly  been  your  friend, 

Dear  love,  it  had  been  kinder  in  the  end 
To  sweep  you  to  a  heap  of  china  clay, 

And  smooth  your  bed,  and  leave  you  where  you  lay 
In  rainbow  bits,  and  all  your  troubles  ended ! 

He  took  you  to  a  shop  and  had  you  mended : 

And,  through  the  porcelain  white  as  buds  of  privet, 
A  clever  artisan  had  thrust  a  rivet, 

Until,  from  silver  head  to  scarlet  heel, 

You  were  become  a  gentleman  of  steel 
Which  pierced  your  vitals  to  preserve  you  whole, 
The  iron  even  entering  your  soul, 

Which,  by  this  brutal  pang,  contrived  to  save 
The  pieces  of  the  bravest  of  the  brave: 

So,  in  this  cruel  fashion,  were  you  mended; 

And  you  were  broken;  but  you  were  not  bended. 
And  then,  as  now,  most  intricately  knit 
From  iron  and  its  earthen  opposite, 

From  clay’s  fragility  and  its  crumbling  petal, 

And  from  the  nobler  fabric  of  the  metal, 

The  stuff  of  fields,  the  substance  of  the  sword, 

I  recognized  the  image  of  my  lord, 

Whom  I  have  loved,  whom  I  have  ever  known 
Whether  in  light  or  in  the  thunder-stone; 

The  broken  man,  who  broke  my  heart  in  half 
In  this  strange  prologue  to  your  epitaph. 
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THE  LIE 


A  fortnight  past  you  looked  at  me  and  lied: 
Then  my  heart  fainted,  and  I  thought  it  died. 
But  O,  that  engine’s  not  so  simply  stilled 
Burns  you  for  fuel,  so  I  was  not  killed! 

It  was  the  moment,  not  myself,  was  slain, 

And  faith  grew  crescent  in  the  mind  again. 
Then  did  I  seek,  according  to  my  use, 

Your  full,  sufficient,  and  extreme  excuse 
For  having  varied,  by  a  hair’s  breadth  span, 
From  your  true  character  of  god  in  man. 
Through  the  dispersing  vertigo  of  trance 
I  fixed  my  eyes  upon  your  countenance, 

Which  is,  to  me,  the  elemental  stuff 
Of  beauty  perfected,  and  the  mask  put  off; 
And,  in  the  deeps  and  colours  of  your  eyes, 

I  saw  the  inverted  images  of  lies 
I  tell  you  daily;  yea,  I  saw  them  all, 

Careless,  case-hardened,  and  habitual. 
Preposterous  falsehoods,  legendary  oaths, 
Transparent  and  disprovable  untruths, 

And  idle  tales  at  which  an  infant  smiles, 

And  histories  far-fetched  a  million  miles. 

To  blame  you  for  a  fault  were  insolence 
Upon  my  part,  who  multiply  by  tens 
The  initial  crime  that  I  condemn  you  for, 
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And,  in  an  hour,  contrive  you  twenty  more. 

For,  while  my  soul  protested  and  cried  hush, 

Have  I  not  sworn  to  you  without  a  blush 
When  I  was  ill,  that  I  was  very  well? 

That  I  was  blessed,  when  most  miserable? 

And,  while  my  teeth  have  chattered  in  my  head 
With  cold,  and  sick  desire  to  be  dead, 

Have  I  not  checked  my  shivering  and  sworn 
I  lay  in  damask  leaves  without  a  thorn  ? 

Have  I  not  vowed,  before  I  starved  and  swooned, 
That  you  were  ointment  to  my  every  wound, 

And  food  and  physic,  and  a  crumb  too  much  ? 

And  have  I  not  declared  you  such  and  such 
And  this  and  that,  and  all  the  tale  untrue  ? 

And  have  I  never  said  I  trusted  you 
Around  the  corner,  world  without  an  end, 

To  remain  my  lover  and  my  loving  friend? 

Your  constancy  the  stars,’  and  not  the  moon’s: 

And  I  would  trust  you  with  my  silver  spoons ! 

O  then,  my  darling,  how  have  you  deserved 
The  least  reproach  for  having  lightly  swerved 
By  a  width  of  spider’s  web,  a  honey  bee’s 
Hair’sbreadth,  or  thread  of  silken  eyelashes, 

From  the  iron  line  of  strict  veracity, 

And,  by  my  faith,  from  such  a  liar  as  I? 
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THE  LOVING  CUP 


The  instrument  of  your  reason  being  tuned 
To  the  pitch  of  madness  and  desire  to  wound, 

You  would  not  drink  my  health  save  from  her  glass 
Who  drinks  my  death:  can  such  things  come  to 
pass  ? 

But  I  considered,  striving  to  be  just, 

(Who  strive  not  to  be  loving,  for  I  must,) 

That  we,  your  vassals  bound  by  every  oath, 

Are  thus  your  vessels,  and  you  drink  from  both: 
That  she  and  I,  being  each  of  us  a  woman, 

Taste  the  elixir  of  your  lips  in  common; 

Though  I  alone  am  privy  to  the  fact; 

I  have  your  half,  and  lesser  than  exact: 

That  I,  having  sworn  I  would  devote  my  powers 
To  advance  her  interests  as  well  as  yours, 

Am  therefore  chattel  of  yourself  and  her 
And  so  divided  into  share  and  share. 

Should  I  not  count  me  more  unfortunate 
If  from  two  cups  you  drank  my  single  fate, 

Than  now,  when  both  of  you  set  lips  to  one 
And  from  its  sole  brim  drink  division? 

For  you  have  drunk  me  joy  and  she  despair 
In  the  same  wine,  that  served  you  share  and  share, 
But  never  share  and  share  alike:  the  mood 
In  which  you  drank  transformed  the  wine  to  blood. 
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Although  your  mood  was  black,  it  did  distill 
Such  essences  as  could  not  wish  me  ill; 

While  she,  who  smiled  to  drink  my  mortal  pain, 
Brewed  hell  itself  within  her  smallest  vein. 

O,  if  from  different  cups  you  drank  a  curse, 
Though  yours  was  gold,  and  hers  was  something 
worse, 

I  were  indeed  undone !  But  you  have  blessed 
Your  own  particular  drop,  and  damn  the  rest! 

Yet  it  is  saved:  your  drop  converts  it  all, 

And  makes  it  holy  and  medicinal: 

She  drinks  her  health  (who  drank  to  me  disease), 
Long  life,  and  happiness  and  more  than  these; 
Moons  in  solution;  flavours  of  the  sun’s: 

The  cup  is  loving,  having  kissed  you  once. 
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TO  A  LADY’S  COUNTENANCE 


This  unphilosophic  sight; 

This  silly  ma^k  of  silken  white; 

This  thing  which  has,  to  hide  its  grief, 
Less  than  a  rose’s  lesser  leaf; 

This  web  a  spider  might  have  spun 
With  patience  and  precision; 

This  veil  concealing  sorrow’s  face, 
Arranged  with  coquetry  and  grace, 
Which  shall  remain,  when  all  is  said, 

After  sorrow  itself  is  dead; 

In  colour,  a  camellia  flower; 

In  shape,  a  whim  of  the  glass-blower; 

The  mind’s  eye  hollowed  and  made  blind, 
But  not  the  brow  above  the  mind; 

And,  whatsoever  may  be  starved, 

The  little  lips  uncut,  uncarved; 

God’s  power  has  disdained  to  mould 
This  clay  so  delicate  and  cold; 

Perchance  he  took  it  for  the  flesh 
Of  mushrooms,  or  the  silkworm’s  mesh; 
Stuff  too  slight  to  bear  the  fine 
Fingertip  of  the  divine 
In  lines  of  noble  heritage; 

And  so,  you  do  not  show  your  age. 


62 


LITTLE  ELEGY 


Withouten  you 
No  rose  can  grow; 
No  leaf  be  green 
If  never  seen 
Your  sweetest  face; 
No  bird  have  grace 
Or  power  to  sing; 
Or  anything 
Be  kind,  or  fair, 
And  you  nowhere. 
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